CHAPTER III
DIPLOMAT
elt*, komyoji, there's fujisan, i'm glad it's
a clear autumn day. We are lucky/1 Saionji and Komyoji had been on
deck since early morning, waiting for this magnificent sight,
"How often have we seen it like that in our dreams, eh, Monsieur/*
said Komyoji, using the title by which Saionji had become known to
his intimate friend$—"that white ogi hanging inverted in the sky.
Home, after all these years, H'm— the wind is making my eyes water."
Komyoji drew out his handkerchief and touched his face gently, a
mannerism he had acquired during his stay in France*
"Whew, your perfume—" Saionji scoffed.
"The best obtainable in Paris."
"Do you need it in this fine autumn air?"
"Why, doesn't it mix well with the atmosphere?*'
"It will probably mix well enough when you get among the fair
sex/*
"Ah—the fair sex—I had to leave her in Paris—"
"Forget Madame Mendes, shell forget you soon—"
They laughed and put their hands on each other's shoulders.
The steamer was slowly sailing through the strait into the quiet
waters of Edo Bay. Small sampans came towards the ship.
"Well, have you decided whether you'll come with me to Tokyo
or not? Won't it be exciting to see what changes have been made in
our absence?"
"Monsieur Saionji, I'd like to see the new capital,"
"The members of my household are living in Tokyo with my
brother."
"Your elder brother, Tokudaiji Sancnori, the i<ord Chamberlain?"
"Yes. But I want to take you to my friends first,"
"Are many of your courtier relatives waiting for you? I donft know
anything about the etiquette or manners of your circle. I might em-
barrass you." Komyoji looked worried*
"Why such a sudden tribute to the old order? Particularly from
rou, the Parisian of Parisians. Moreover, even the ceremonial court
ittire was changed from Oriental to the Occidental dress suit, I am

